CHAPTER 35 


May 18, 2011 


“He said what now!?” 


The gang had all gathered around their desks as per usual. What had been unusual, 
however, was the grim expression everyone seemed to be wearing on their faces. 
Justin wasn’t quite sure what had happened at first. He had asked what everyone 
was So concerned over, much to the group’s displeasure. 


“What, dude, you didn’t see it!?” 

“See what?” 

“Kanji, you idiot! He was on the television!” 
“| thought we already knew that...?” 


Justin was a little confused. He knew Kanji had been on the television; that was why 
they had been following him around after all. Yosuke just shook his head back and 
forth with a swiftness that suggested he couldn’t believe the bullshit that was 
coming out of Justin’s mouth. For a guy who seemed to ridicule all of them ona 
regular basis for being misinformed or not knowing something, Justin seemed 
awfully clueless. 


“No, not like that!” 
“Wait... you mean...?” 
“Yes! Jesus, Justin, you were supposed to watch last night!” 


Justin rubbed at the back of his head slightly, averting his eyes from Yosuke in 
shame. It wasn’t like he hadn’t watched it on purpose, though the actuality wasn’t 
much better of an excuse. 


“Sorry... | was feeling a little light-headed yesterday, so | went to lay down for a bit. 
| must have dozed off without realizing it...” 


Yosuke shook his head slightly. If Justin hadn’t been feeling well, then maybe it had 
been best that he went to bed early that night. Still, of all the nights Justin could 
have fallen asleep early, he had to pick the one Kanji showed up on the television? 
In all honesty, Justin hadn’t even thought Kanji would get thrown in so quickly. He 
had expected it to at least be another two days before that happened. But then, you 
know what they say about assumptions; only, really, he was only making an ass out 
of himself. Yosuke sighed slightly. 


“It’s fine...” 

“Well, fill me in then. I’m sure | can get the gist of it.” 
“You really don’t want to know...” 

“If | didn’t | wouldn’t have asked. Now spill it.” 


Yosuke clearly had no intention of telling him by the way he was averting eye- 
contact. Chie and Yukiko, either. That left Yu, who seemed more than happy to 
bring Justin up to date. Justin was sort of surprised Yu hadn’t been as pissed at him 
as the others were. 


“Well... he said something about ‘searching for a sublime love that surpasses the 
separation of the sexes’.” 


“He said what now! ?” 
“Yeah... It gets worse...” 
“Please don’t tell me he was naked...” 


No one in the group responded to Justin as he made the remark. Justin had been 
kidding at first, but the dead silence in the air soon changed that. Waj/t. He wasn’t, 
right? Oh pleases sweet Jesus let him have been wearing pants... 


“Guys... PLEASE tell me he wasn’t naked...” 
“W-well...” 


Justin gagged. He gagged a lot. How much is a lot, you ask? Well, at one point while 
he was gagging, Chie had checked to see if he was choking on something. Which 
slightly concerned Justin, since he highly doubted Chie knew how to do the Heimlich 
maneuver. She’d probably end up crushing his lungs or something in the process. 


“Actually, | think he was wearing a towel.” Yukiko spoke up. 


Justin didn’t even question why the hell she had been looking around that area if 
they had all thought Kanji was naked. He was simply too relieved to give the 
slightest damn. Which is more than Justin could say about Yu, who seemed more 
than a little panicked. Looks like someone’s got competition. You end up getting a 
good look at what you’re competing with, or...? Yosuke sighed slightly, bringing the 
topic back around to what they were going to do about Kanji, not whether or not 
Kanji had been wearing his birthday suit. 


“Given the pattern so far, Kanji’s already inside the TV...” 


“| wonder what the Midnight Channel really is...” Yukiko wondered aloud. 


“A porn channel.” 


“Yeah, yeah, very funny.” Yosuke simply shook his head from side to side. He had 
assumed that was another one of Justin’s sarcastic remarks. In actuality, however, 
Justin had been dead serious. 


“I’m not joking. Think about it. What had Yukiko been doing when she first showed 
up on television?” 


“H-huh!?” 


“It would be better if you didn’t know, Yukiko.” Chie sighed slightly. Yukiko was 
completely flabbergasted. What the hell did she do that Justin was drawing 
comparisons to a porno. She wasn’t sure whether she should be mortified or be 
slapping Justin right now. 


“And what you described to me for Kanji sounds an awful lot like a gay porno.” 


“Uh... Justin? Why do you know what a gay porno sounds like?” Chie wasn’t sure 
whether she should be disgusted, concerned, or angry. So she went with a mixture 
of all three. 


“I don’t. | just assume it’s not much different from a regular por- You know what, no. 
I’m not falling into that trap again.” 


“Ugh, you are such a creep!” 
“Oh I’m sorry. Aren’t you dating said creep?” 
“Oh, don’t you start...!” 


“Enough you two! | think we can all agree the Midnight Channel is not a freakin’ 
porn channel.” Yosuke interjected. 


Justin simply shrugged before turning his attention back over to Yosuke. He had 
expected Yosuke to have something to add to the conversation, having broken up 
Justin and Chie’s “argument,” but alas, it didn’t happen. Chie eventually spoke up to 
break the awkward silence Yosuke had made. 


“At first, | thought it was one of those ‘paranormal’ things, but when | gave it a try... 
it was real. Turns out it was actually connected to another world...” 


“Pretty sure that still qualifies as paranormal.” 
“No, not like that!” 


“What, you mean like ‘Bloody Mary’ kinda shit? The word you're look for is ‘myth’.” 


Chie shrugged slightly. She supposed Justin was right, though she would probably 
still call it ‘paranormal.’ Justin simply scrunched his face up slightly, as though to 
say “eh.” 


“If there’s a rumor going around, that means a bunch of people are watching it.” 
“You think people are actually trying it out?” 

“Didn't we?” 

“Touché’.” 

“How did the rumor go...? If you stare into a turned-off TV on a rainy night...” 
“But if you try, it does work. And not just once.” 


Justin simply couldn’t keep quiet on the matter any longer. Recapping information 
was all well and good and all, but this has literally been the basis of their entire 
investigation, the murders, everything. There was NO need to explain it again. They 
all already knew. 


“Kind of preaching to the choir on this one, Yosuke. We've only been doing that for 
the last month or so.” 


“Well not you apparently!” 
“| fell asleep, what do you want me to say?” 


Justin could have thought of a number of better responses, but in truth, his head 
was still killing him. He didn’t know why either. If it was just a cold, wouldn’t 
Sleeping it off have resolved the issue? And he certainly didn’t bang his head on 
anything; at least not recently. He sighed slightly as Yosuke turned back towards 
the rest of the group. 


“If this rumor spreads and everyone starts watching the Midnight Channel...” 
“It could cause a huge panic...” 


The group all looked around at each other for a brief moment, expressions of 
concern on their face. Save for Justin, who looked more like he was going to fall 
asleep at any second. Chie had apparently noticed, given her next remark. 


“H-Hey... Are you okay? You don’t look so good...” 
“Huh? Y-Yeah, I’m fine.” 
“| don’t know man... You look really out of it.” Yosuke butted in. 


“| said I’m fine!” 


“Hey, relax! I’m just making sure you’re alright! Jeeze...” 


Justin sighed slightly. He half felt bad. Half. | mean, it was Yosuke he just yelled at, 
so it wasn’t any different than usual. Still, Yosuke had just been checking to see if 
Justin was okay. He must have looked like a complete dick just now. Justin took a 
look back over to Chie to see her reaction. She had been trying to force a smile, the 
cracks of her mouth curving upward slightly. It was fake as all hell, much to Justin’s 
dismay. Yosuke just shook his head at Justin before going back to the previous 
subject. He knew talking about it more would just piss Justin off. 


“What if Teddie was right? That the missing people create the stuff we see 
themselves. It wouldn’t be random. It would be specifically related to whoever’s 
missing.” 


Chie sighed slightly. Justin could tell she was still staring at him from his outburst 
just a moment ago. He really wished she would stop looking at him like that. She 

was just making him feel worse, and when he felt bad, he went on another one of 
his mood-swings, and then everybody was miserable. Luckily for Justin, she soon 

averted her gaze from Justin as she went to address Yosuke. 


“Yukiko had a show too, but she doesn’t remember doing anything like that.” 
“While we’re on the topic, what was that porn thing again?” 


Justin raised an eyebrow slightly. She was still on that? Obviously it wasn’t a porn 
channel, he was just pointing out a coincidental connection between the two shows. 


“D-Don’t worry about that. Nothing bad happened.” Yosuke choked up in panic. 
There was no way in hell any of them were going to let Yukiko know what she had 
done on that show. She would probably die of humiliation. Yukiko didn’t seem all 
that convinced by Yosuke’s hastily thrown together explanation, but she dropped 
the subject nonetheless. 


“Um, this might be a bit of subject, but... The culprit is probably watching the shows 
that come on... right?” 


Justin had been planting his head in-between his arms as per usual when the 
comment reached his ears. He couldn’t have jumped his head back up any quicker, 
unless he was willing to snap his neck in the process. She had a very valid point; the 
killer probably WAS watching the program. Justin wasn’t really sure how it could 
help them catch the killer, but it seemed like important information nonetheless. 


“No doubt. He’s probably sitting back and enjoying--“ 


Chie paused for a brief moment. At first it hadn’t really struck her that the killer had 
been watching the victims before they were murdered. Her face was very suddenly 
and clearly struck by a jolt of disgust. 


“Wait a sec... | bet he IS enjoying it!” 

“Like a snuff film.” 

“A snuff film? What’s that?” 

Leave it to Yosuke not to know anything about anything. 


“A snuff film is a movie that shows a murder or a killing of some sort. You know, like 
all those slasher movies that come out around Halloween. Except instead of actors 
and special effects being used to depict the murder, it’s an actual murder that is 
filmed.” 


Yosuke looked like he was going to vomit at any second, a wave of anger and 
disgust flowing over him. It seemed to Justin that Yosuke simply couldn’t stand the 
thought of his girlfriend being murdered just for someone’s entertainment. Not that 
he should have been able to, mind you. If something like that had happened to 
Chie... Well Justin would rather not think about it. Let’s just say, he’d be making a 
snuff film based on a snuff film, and the amount of gore involved would rival the 
Saw franchise as a collective. 


“He’s probably laughing his head off watching the ‘show’ that comes on after he 
throw people into the TV!” 


“It’s... Definitely possible.” 


Yosuke’s face was completely pale at this point. He was really taking this snuff thing 
to heart; especially considering his girlfriend very well might have died on screen. 
Justin felt bad for even drawing the comparison. Maybe it was something Yosuke 
just didn’t need to hear. Ignorance is bliss after all. Yosuke took a deep breath 
before trying to force himself to liven up. It worked to a certain extent. The color 
had returned to his cheeks, and he could see the faintest smile in the cracks of his 
mouth, but he had been white as a ghost a moment ago. It was hard to forget the 
sight. 


“Ugh... Now when | think of the killer, | get this image of a total sicko!” He paused 
for a moment, chuckling slightly before continuing. Justin groaned in advance. 
Yosuke had a bad habit of laughing at his own jokes before he even told them. The 
harder he laughed, the worse they usually were. Suddenly Yosuke dropped the pitch 
in his voice slightly, stretching out his words, rolling out the ending syllables of 
each. He was trying to come out as a creep. Well he certainly did, but not for the 
reasons he thought he did. 


“| wanna see everything about you Yuki-chan!” 


Chie couldn’t stop herself from squirming around, grunts of disgust coming out her 
mouth. As if that were the most appalling thing she had ever heard. | mean, she 


was dating the biggest potty mouth in all of Inaba; Justin was sure he had said 
something worse to her at some point, and even then she never reacted like this. 
Justin had to hand it to Yosuke; he sure knew how to make the ladies squirm. 


“Wait, so if people saw Yukiko’s show, do you think people were watching what 
happened to me too!?” 


“Probably not.” Justin tried to reassure Chie. Alas, it didn’t help much. Chie was 
clearly very pissed off at the possibility of her shadow being on the Midnight 
Channel. God only knew that there was no getting Chie to stand down once she got 
pissed off over something. 


“Oh that is IT! That killer is dead meat! I’m gonna leave footprints all over his face.” 
“Careful. The killer might be into that kind of stuff.” 

“Ugh, gross dude!” 

“Well it’s true.” 

“Guys!” 


Chie had made her way into a crouching position, as though getting ready to punch 
someone in their gut. Justin had known she was angry, but damn. This was taking it 
to another level entirely. 


“First, we Save Kanji! Then, we crush the killer!” 

“Alright, sound plan so far.” Justin added sarcastically. 

“Finally, we crush the killer and send him to hell! Got it!?” 

“Can we not send him to hell? I’d like to not run into him when | die, thanks.” 


Justin was joking for the most part, though there was some truth in it, he supposed. 
After all, he could very well have mugged and shot a man. He can’t imagine that 
would go over well upstairs. He’d probably be taking the highway to hell as opposed 
to the stairway to heaven. Oh well. I’// be sure to bring some sunscreen. 


Justin was snapped out of his thoughts about his destination in the afterlife when he 
heard Yukiko burst into another laughing fit. Oh god, not again... 


“Ch-Chie, those last two were the same thing...” 
“Uh... | know...” 
“| think that was the joke.” 


“Joke? Oh uh... Y-yeah, the joke...” 


Chie put on one of the worst fake laughs Justin had ever heard, much to Justin’s 
concern. He had legitimately thought that was supposed to be a joke, but she was 
serious? So on top of not being particularly bright, Chie was completely and utterly 
socially awkward. Justin smiled. She reminded him a lot of himself. 


“Hey Teddie, someone's here, right?” 


The gang had all made their way inside the television for the first time in what felt 
like weeks. It probably was, now that Justin thought about it. The last time they had 
jumped inside was to try to corner Justin’s shadow... That was about a week tops 
before that incident with him and Chie in the alleyway, which happened roughly two 
weeks ago. So, it had to be a little less than 3 weeks since they had last been here. 
It felt sort of strange being back, though that also might have had to do with Justin’s 
head. He wasn’t feeling so hot as it was without accounting for all the fog in this 
place. Justin pulled out one of his cigarettes, placing it in his mouth before igniting 
its end. Maybe he was just suffering from withdrawal. 


“Oh... Yep. | think someone’s here.” 
“You think...? Do you know where he is?” 
“| dunno.” 

“We think it’s a boy named Kanji...” 


Justin took a long drag of his cigarette before coughing up the fumes. He was 
having trouble even keeping the smoke in his lungs today. What the hell was going 
on with him? He turned his attention to Yukiko, talking in between wheezes, his 
back hunched over, his hand placed against his knee. 


“Again... Don’t think... Teddie’s gonna... know names...” 
“Jeeze, Justin. That cough sounds really bad.” 


“It’s fine, just choking on the air is all...” Justin added after he had finished 
wheezing. He was getting really sick of people getting on his back about how he 
“didn’t look so good.” He didn’t feel good, but that didn’t mean he wanted other 
people to be asking him about it every twelve seconds. Chie sighed slightly. She 
didn’t understand why Justin refused to admit that he wasn’t feeling good. It was 
clear as day to everyone there. Was it a pride thing? Did he just not trust them 
enough to tell them? 


“| dunno...” 


Chie turned her attention back over to Teddie. 


“What's wrong? Not feeling well?” 


“For the last time-- Oh, sorry. Thought you were still talking to me.” Justin averted 
his eyes in embarrassment. He was just about to go on a temper tantrum over 
something that didn’t even involve him. Smooth, Justin. Why don’t you just moon 
everyone while you're at it? Chie simply shook her head at Justin, before turning 
back over to Teddie. 


“Well, | sniff and | sniff. But | still can’t tell where the smell comes from.” 


The team exchanged more than a few strange looks with each other. Even Justin 
had taken the time to stop slowly dying of lung cancer to exchange a few 
expressions of confusion. 


“Aren’t you thinking too much about too many things? | mean last time, you were 
wondering about who you really are and how long you've been here. Your head’s 
empty to begin with, dude. Don’t stress out over stuff too much.” 


Teddie sighed slightly. “You're right...” 
“Whoa... He’s seriously down about this...” 


“If you can’t figure out where Kanji is, we’re in deep trouble. We can’t just wander 
around aimlessly in a place like this.” 


“Tell me about it.” Justin choked up wheezing again. This time it wasn’t the 
cigarette, he had put it out after his last coughing fit. He was just choking on the air 
now; as if that were even possible. He hadn’t looked it, but Justin was seriously 
getting concerned at this point. He was finding it hard to even breathe in between 
his coughing fits. 


“| Know what might help! You should give me a clue about this Kanji person! It’s just 
a feeling | have that | could concentrate better with it.” 


“What? You’re smelling him, not making a police profile!” 


Teddie brushed Justin off as if he hadn’t even been there. People had been doing 
that a lot to him lately, and it was seriously starting to piss him off. / swear, next 
person who just brushes me off like that... 


“Do you have anything that could give me a good understanding of him?” 


“Something about Kanji, huh...? | can’t really think of anything besides the rumors 
about him.” 


“Yeah, it’s not like we know him that well...” 


Justin couldn’t help but raise an eyebrow. He didn’t think Teddie would need all that 
colorful a description of Kanji’s character. Just something basic should more than 


suffice. And they definitely knew enough about Kanji to give Teddie a good starting 
point. 


“| just need some sort of hint... Something that tells me what he’s really like.” 


“Well... He’s aggressive, he’s somewhat reserved, certainly isn’t a people person 
that’s for sure; he’s easily angered, he’s camera shy, he may or may not be into 
dudes, and--“ 


Justin was going to keep going, much to the rest of the group’s surprise, when he 
started to cough again. This time, however, he didn’t stop. It got bad enough that 
Justin had actually fallen to his knees coughing, much to the rest of the group’s 
concern. 


“Justin! Are you alright!” 
“| can’t fuckin’ breathe--“ 


He kept coughing and coughing, but he couldn’t seem to get any air into his lungs. 
His eyes were wide with panic at this point, his head buzzing like a dozen chainsaws 
cutting against his skull. Chie ran over to Justin, trying to help in any way she could, 
the rest of the group following only steps behind. 


“Wh-what’s wrong with him!?” 


“It must be all this fog! You remember what it was like when Chie and Yukiko were 
in here the first time!?” Teddie spoke up. 


“But | don’t get it! He was like this before he even got in here!” 


Chie kept her arm wrapped around Justin’s back, preventing him from falling worst 
case scenario. She still had no idea what to even do at this point. Clearly he was 
having problems breathing, but he wasn’t choking on anything. How do you get air 
into someone when they don’t have anything clogging their throat? 


“Stay with us, Justin.” 


Justin turned his eyes towards Chie. She was very visibly panicking, as Justin could 
tell from her breathing. Her chest seemed to inflate in and out much quicker than it 
probably should have. Her eyes were tearing up slightly, and she had been biting at 
her bottom lip. Justin wished he could try to calm her down, but alas, he couldn’t 
even speak. Only a few seconds passed before Justin lost complete consciousness, 
his eyes slowly closing shut into the dark blackness of sleep. 


DECEMBER 5, 2009 


Justin had burst out in a fit of laughter. He had always thought Maya would be 
above believing stupid rumors like this. 


“What the hell are you laughing about?” 


“Your soulmate? Please, that soulmate stuff is a bunch of bull crap as it is without a 
television telling you who they supposedly are.” 


“| don’t know. The thought of there being a person out there who was specifically 
made for you. Don’t you find the idea romantic?” 


“Not really. There’s no such thing as two people who are completely compatible.” 


“Says the guy whose never had a girlfriend. What, still waiting for miss perfect to 
come along?” 


“Hey, mind your own damn business.” 


Maya chuckled. Justin always got more than a little squirmish when she bagged on 
him for never having a girlfriend. In actuality, Justin just didn’t see the point. Why 
fall for someone when you'll just end up having to say goodbye by the time you 
leave school? Why give someone your heart knowing they’II just end up breaking it. 


“Besides, what the hell do you care who your soulmate is? Looking for a boyfriend 
or somethin’?” 


“What? No, nothing like that...” 

“Cause if you are, | heard Kurt’s still available.” 

“God, will you stop trying to hook us two up.” 

“Hey, I’m just saying. You two would make a cute couple.” 


“Yeah, except for the part where he’s about four years older than me. Besides, 
Kurt’s not really my type.” 


“And who is?” 
“Hell if | know.” 


The two shrugged slightly as Justin passed his cigarette back off to Maya. Neither 
were particularly well-off, so they often shared a single cigarette to save on money. 
It wasn’t sanitary, and more often than not, one got a little too much spit on it, but 
they did it anyway. A buck here and there counts for a lot in the long-run. 


“Still, don’t you think it would be pretty neat if it were true?” 


“What, the soulmate part or the television part.” 


“Both | guess.” 


“Ugh, it’s just another one of those ‘Bloody Mary’ things. The only reason people 
think its real is because they’re too afraid to try it out for themselves.” 


“So you think no one’s actually done it?” 
“Pretty much.” 

A wide grin swept across Maya’s face. 

“Well then | suppose we should be the first.” 


Justin chuckled at first, although it soon dawned upon him that Maya was 
completely serious. 


“Wait, you’re serious aren’t you?” 
“Sure. Why the hell not?” 
“Because it’s fucking stupid.” 
“Sounds to me like you’re scared.” 


“Scared of what? A TV flickering on? Please, even if this were real, it would be 
nothing to be afraid of.” 


“Well then you have no excuse not to try it out.” 


“Oh? And how exactly do you propose we go about doing this. You know how my 
father gets about me staying up late, let alone letting you in the house at Midnight.” 


“What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him.” 


“You're not serious right? He’s in the FBI; | don’t think you’re going to have much 
success hiding information from him.” 


“Well, we did manage to hide those cigarettes that one time, not to mention hide 
the fact that your breath smells like smoke.” 


“Well, yeah, but--” 

“Come on, don’t be such a baby.” 

Maya gave Justin a light shove at his shoulder. He just shook his head in response. 
“Alright, alright, fine. But if anything goes wrong, you owe me.” 

Maya laughed slightly. 


“How ‘bout this. If anything goes wrong, I'll give you a kiss.” 


Justin just seemed to shake his head harder this time. She wasn’t serious, of course. 
This was just her taking another jab at Justin for not finding a girlfriend. Why the hell 
did it even matter to her anyway? If she wanted him off her hands so bad, all she 
had to do was Say so. 


“| said owe, not punish.” 
“Ouch. Low blow.” 
“Were you expecting any differently from me?” 


“Touché’.” 


May 18, 2011 


Justin awoke to the unfamiliar sight of a sterile white room, checkerboard ceiling 
panels staring down at him from the ceiling. He groaned the moment he realized 
where he was. Of all the places he could have ended up, it had to be the hospital. 
Why couldn't it by six-feet underground in a coffin. At least then he could make a 
daring escape like that one scene in Kill Bill. This? Ugh, that sterile scent filling the 
air made him want to puke. Which would only mean he’d have to stay longer. It was 
a vicious cycle. He groaned slightly as he tried to push himself up out of his bed. Of 
course, he was ridiculously sore from whatever it was he did, so that effort didn’t 
last long. Not that it would have anyway as he heard an all too familiar voice from 
the corner of the room. 


“Justin!” 
“Ugh... What the hell happened...?” 


Chie did this awkward jump towards him; being sure to walk because it was a 
hospital, but doing it as quickly as possible because Justin wasn’t dead apparently. 
She grabbed him by the hand, looking him in the eyes. Her mouth was forming a 
wide grin and she was tearing up abit, though they seemed to be tears of joy. Justin 
responded by giving her a slight smile back, even though he still didn’t know what 
was going on. All he remembered was being in the TV world, then bam... Darkness. 
Had something hit him or something? 


“Oh thank god you're alright. | was worried out of my mind!” 
“How long have you been here?” 
“Well, it’s ten right now, so... six hours?” 


“Chie...” 


“Don’t you Chie me. You had me scared stiff, dammit!” 
“| don’t even know what’s going on. What did | miss?” 


Chie raised her eyebrows in a combination of relief and concern. Concern that Justin 
couldn’t remember anything, which was already a pre-existing condition apparently, 
but relieved that Justin hadn’t kicked the bucket. 


“We were in the TV world when you stopped breathing.” 
“| what?” 


“You started coughing a lot. We all thought it was just because you were smoking at 
first, but then you didn’t stop, and...” 


Chie stopped. She couldn’t force herself to continue with the story. Justin knew why, 
though he wasn’t sure he exactly agreed with her. | mean, he was fine now, right? 
So no need to get so worked up over it anymore. Just laugh it off or something, you 
know? No need to live in the past. Justin couldn’t help but blow some steam from 
nose at that one. He had to be the biggest hypocrite in the world to think that, when 
for the last few weeks he had been running around ragged trying to find out about 
his own past. 


“Alright, so what did the doctor’s say?” 
“| don’t know, they said they’d have the test results back later today...” 
“That we did, Miss Satonaka.” 


Justin turned his head slowly, but with surprise to the unfamiliar voice. He had been 
so dazed by his new environment, and so indulged in Chie and his conversation, 
that he hadn’t even noticed the doctor enter the room. Chie looked like she wasn’t 
sure whether she should smile or frown. She probably wouldn’t know until after the 
doctor broke the news to them. 


“D-Do you have the test results.” 
“Yes. It seems that Mr. Tylor here had suffered brief respiratory failure.” 
“I’m no doctor, doctor. You’re gonna have to explain that one to me.” 


“Well, basically put, your body was not exchanging gasses between the respiratory 
systems adequately, resulting in low blood oxygen. Tell me, did you happen to feel 
light-headed at all before you collapsed?” 


“Y-yeah. | was feeling pretty light-headed yesterday too.” 


“Hmmm... Just as | thought. Miss Satonaka, could | see you for a brief moment 
outside.” 


Justin raised an eyebrow at the doctor as he turned towards Chie. What the hell was 
going on that he needed to talk to Chie in private? Hell, even Chie seemed more 
than a little caught off guard by the request. Was it something so bad that Justin 
shouldn’t hear it? Chie gave a quick nod and followed the doctor outside of the 
room, closing the door behind them. Justin couldn’t help but smirk. He wasn’t lying 
when he said a month or so ago that he was good at eavesdropping. He could hear 
the two through the door clearly, albeit very muffled by the barricade they had 
made in front of him. 


“Is something wrong with Justin?” 


“We know he had suffered respiratory failure, though we can’t pinpoint an exact 
cause. His paperwork suggests he doesn’t have any breathing or blood disorders.” 


There was a brief pause between the two. 

“You guys have to follow doctor-patient confidentiality, right?” 
Oh don’t you dare say it, Chie. 

“Y-yes, why?” 

“Well... Justin smokes a lot. Do you think maybe...?” 


If Justin had any energy in him, he would have turned around and slammed his face 
against the wall. Don’t fucking tell the doctor that! 


“| don’t think so. His lungs were working properly; he was simply having trouble 
getting oxygen through his blood cells. Still, | would suggest that he stop smoking 
for the time being, just as an extra pre-caution.” 


Yeah, like that’s gonna happen... 
“When do you think he’Il be able to leave...?” 
“| just need to go over a few things to the two of you and you’re free to go.” 


It took a moment before the two came back in, Chie with a look of confusion on her 
face. Justin couldn’t half blame her. What the hell did the doctor need to say that 
Chie had to be there? The two made their way back over to the hospital bed Justin 
found himself confined to; the doctor standing near the foot of the bed, while Chie 
found her way over to the head. 


“Alright then, Mr. Tylor, you're free to go. | just need to explain a couple of things. 
First off, while you’re breathing seems to have stabilized since you’re arrival, we’re 
going to have to insist that you carry this around with you.” 


The doctor placed his hand on top of a small oxygen tank Justin had been hooked 
up to. He couldn’t help but groan. Not only would that be heavy as fuck, but he was 


going to look like a total freak carrying that around. Still, whatever it took to get out 
of this fucking hospital. 


“Secondly, we’re going to need your parents to keep an eye on your breathing at 
home. If it starts to slow down again or if you go into another coughing fit, they’re 
going to need to bring you back here.” 


Justin could see out of the corner of his eye Chie waving her hand in front of her 
throat, as though to tell him to shut the hell up. He appreciated the concern, but it 
wasn’t like he was going to reach out and shank the doctor just for bringing up his 
parents. Though... how did he not know his parents were deceased? Shouldn’t that 
have been listed on his paperwork? 


“My parents are dead, doctor.” 


The doctor looked at him, first with surprise, then with sorrow. Clearly he hadn’t 
meant to bring up an issue such as this. 


“Oh, uh... | see... My apologies, it seems there was an error in your paperwork. That 
said, however, who would be your legal guardian?” 


“Myself, | guess...” 


“| see... Mr. Tylor, | cannot allow you to leave the hospital if you don’t have 
someone to monitor your breathing at home. It possesses too much of a health risk 
for you.” 


Chie passed a glance over to Justin. He looked like he was going to freak out at any 
second. Chie knew he hated hospitals, but the way he looked like he was 
panicking... There was no way he was going to get better if in this kind of 
environment. She cleared her throat slightly before turning towards the doctor. 


“I-| could keep an eye on him.” 

The doctor passed his glance over to Chie before sighing and shaking his head. 
“| cannot release a minor under the supervision of--“ 

“No seriously. H-he could stay over at my house or something.” 

“Chie...” 


Chie passed a glance over at Justin. He seemed against her trying to help him get 
out of this place, for whatever reason. It wasn’t so much that he didn’t appreciate 
Chie trying to help him; of course, it was simply that he saw no way that would 
work. There was no way her parents would agree to that. The doctor passed a 
glance over at Justin before turning back over to Chie and sighing. 


“Very well... I’ll need you to sign off on him.” 


The doctor handed her a piece of paper from his clipboard before turning his 
attention back over to Justin. He still had more to say apparently. 


“Thirdly, there is to be absolutely no smoking.” 
“Well obviously not when I’m attached to a fucking oxygen tank.” 


The doctor gave Justin a strange look. It didn’t really strike Justin that he had pretty 
much just called his doctor a fucking idiot. Emphasis on the ‘fucking’ part. 


“| beg your pardon?” 
“Sorry, sorry... My head’s still killing me...” 


“| see... Either way, until we can confirm your breathing has stabilized, smoking is 
completely off limits.” 


“And what I’m | supposed to do when | go into withdrawl?” 

“If you absolutely need it, you can use nicotine patches.” 

“Doctor, how in the hell do you expect me to get a hold of nicotine patches. I’m 16!” 
“| imagine the same way you got a hold of your cigarettes.” 


Justin raised an eyebrow. His doctor was condescending him, judging him because 
he was technically in illegal possession of cigarettes. Chie finished signing off on the 
paper the doctor had handed to her, passing it back his way. 


“Now, while you were here was also noticed another health concern that wasn’t 
listed as a pre-existing condition on your paperwork. So we did some tests on your 
eye...” 


Justin’s eyes widened the second the words left the doctor’s mouth. What in the 
fuck? | came here because | couldn’t breathe, and you did shit with my eye!? Even 
worse was the fact that Chie was in the room, listening in. She had thought it was 
all better until moments ago. 


“H-his eye...?” 


The doctor looked up from the paperwork Chie had signed to go into more detail 
about what had happened when he noticed Justin making a motion along his throat 
lines, as well as mouthing off the words “Shut up about the eye.” Much to Justin’s 
dismay, the doctor completely ignored him. If Justin wasn’t stuck in bed right now, 
he would have jumped over and strangled the doctor. 


“Yes, his eye. It seems that Mr. Tylor here had suffered some kind of burn. His retina 
is completely melted shut.” 


Chie turned over to Justin, just quick enough to see him mouthing the words “You 
fucking idiot!” She couldn’t believe it at first that his eye hadn’t completely healed, 
but this took the cake. Justin’s eye didn’t just not heal; Justin knew the entire time. 
He told her it was fine, yet here he was, blind in one eye. Chie stuck her hand out to 
reach for Justin’s head, much to Justin’s disapproval. He tried to swat her arm away, 
but to not much success as she pushed away the hair that had been covering his 
eye. Sure enough, his pupil had been completely missing. Chie slowly moved her 
hand away from Justin’s face, a look of shock on her face. 


“Justin, your eye...” 


“Great, thanks a fucking lot, doc.” Justin had at least been trying to be civil, but this 
doctor had crossed the line big time. 


“You knew about this?” 

“I’ve known for the last few weeks.” 
“Why wouldn’t you tell me!?” 

“So you wouldn't act like this!” 


Chie’s had been getting slightly angry at this point, though that all disappeared 
once Justin had called her out on the way she was acting. Soon, her angry 
expression transitioned into concern, and eventually sorrow. She averted her gaze 
from Justin, moving it instead to the floor tiles. It was clear to her Justin didn’t trust 
her. Not in the slightest bit. Justin sighed slightly. He had only meant to keep her 
from worrying about him, but all his secrecy had managed to do was turn her 
against him. /’m a fucking idiot... 


“1... I’m sorry. | just didn’t want you to worry...” 


Chie didn’t even say anything to Justin. She didn’t have anything she would want to 
see to him on the matter. She knew he had meant well by leaving her out of the 
loop, but she felt betrayed all the same. She sighed and lifted her eyes up to Justin. 
He hadn’t been looking at her, though he had been fixing his hair so that it covered 
his eye again. Maybe that was the problem. Justin just wanted to be treated as a 
human being, not the guy with the missing eye. If he had told Chie about his eye... 
Maybe he believed that she would look down on him. She just felt like complete shit 
thinking that he’d believe she would do that to him. 


Chie briefly averted her gaze to meet her eyes with that of the doctors. He had 
been biting his lower lip slightly. Clearly this was a private matter that he was 
intruding on, and he didn’t feel too comfortable standing there. All the same, he 
needed to give Justin the heads up that he could leave. 


“Alright then, you’re free to go Mr. Tylor. If you have any problems, you know 
where to come.” 


Justin responded simply by groaning at the doctor. The doctor had thrown all 
chances at pleasantries being exchanged out the window. He was lucky all he got 
was a groan. If it were up to Justin, he would have told the doctor to go fuck himself; 
but alas, he’d rather not be dissected before he left. And with that, the doctor left 
the room, leaving Justin and Chie behind. 


He really should have been getting ready to go, but there was a lot on Justin’s mind. 
What was going on with the Kanji situation? Why had Chie signed off on him, 
knowing full well he would have been better off in the hospital? Where the hell were 
the others? Most important of all, could you leave the room for a brief moment so | 
can put some pants on? That would be great. 


Of course, there was also the matter of Chie and his eye. It was clear both still felt 
very awkward about this entire situation; though Justin knew no amount of words 
could remedy this situation. Maybe if he just tried to change the subject things 
would be fine... 


“Chie? Why did you sign off on me...?” 
“Huh? W-well, | know you don’t like hospitals so...” 


“| appreciate the gesture, but don’t you think I’d be better off under some kind of 
supervision?” 


“Wh-what are you talking about? | said I’d keep an eye on you didn’t |?” 


Justin was a little surprised in all honesty. Even after that bombshell had been 
dropped on Chie, she still wanted to make sure he was alright? If he was in Chie’s 
shoes, he probably would have just let him figure it out on his own. Chie had been 
smiling at him as the words left her mouth. Justin had half expected one of those 
fake, half-smiles, so he was more than a little confused when he found her grin to 
be genuine. Justin didn’t understand, she seemed so down just a moment ago, what 
had made her change her mind? 


“Wait, you were serious?” 
“Why wouldn’t | be?” 


Chie grin seemed to widen. He appreciated the gesture, but he wasn’t quite sure he 
was comfortable with Chie keeping an eye on his breathing patterns. It just 
seemed... weird. Besides, there was no way in hell her parents would jump on board 
with her bringing her boyfriend over to her house like that. They were strict enough 
as it was without them getting any funny ideas about what was going on between 
the two. 


“Because you’re parents would never approve?” 
“Who said you were staying at my house?” 
“You did. Besides, where the hell else would-- Wait...” 


It just started to dawn on Justin what the alternative was. Justin wasn’t sure if he 
thought it was worse or better than the idea of staying at Chie’s house. First of all, it 
would be even worse if Chie stayed at his house; he lived alone. There was no way 
Chie’s parents would approve of that. Besides, he wasn’t entirely comfortable with 
Chie having to stay up at night to make sure he was breathing. At least at her 
parent’s house, maybe the parents might be keeping an eye on him. | mean, they 
wouldn’t think there was any funny business involved if they saw him walking 
around with an oxygen tank, right? This whole idea was shit. 


“It’s already pretty late, so | called my parents up to tell them | was sleeping over at 
Yukiko’s.” 


“And you don’t see anything wrong with this?” 
“Why would |?” 


Justin just shook his head. He didn’t think Chie quite saw why that would be 
awkward, to say the least. Chie could be so naive sometimes. He just sighed 
Slightly. If she already called her parents and said she was staying at Yukiko’s, she 
probably wouldn’t be able to go home without getting questioned. And she couldn't 
just show up at Yukiko’s house and be like “Hey, | sorta lied about staying at your 
house, so that | could stay at Justin’s house, but he didn’t want me there, so here | 
am.” Not to mention Justin still felt bad about lying to her over his eye. He didn’t 
really want her in his house, making sure he was breathing, but he just couldn’t 
bear to tell her no. He had already disappointed her more than enough today. 


“Alright, fine... But only this once.” Justin paused for a second, taking in the sight of 
Chie’s face. She seemed to be happy at the least, though he couldn’t imagine what 
there was to be happy about. 


“So what happened with Kanji?” 
“We had to stop looking to bring you to the hospital...” 


Justin let loose a combination of a gasp and groan. Obviously, they couldn’t just 
leave Justin there to die, but... He felt lie shit knowing that his sudden illness could 
have jeopardized Kanji’s life. 


“Speaking of ‘we,’ where ARE the others?” 


“It was getting late, so they went home.” 


“Alright, well that’s good at least. We should probably call them up and let them 
know I’m okay.” 


“Yeah, you’re right.” 
“Alright. I’ll get changed and meet you outside.” 
“Aren't you going to need help with your tank?” 


“Eh, what’s the worst that could happen? My lungs suddenly give out and then | 
have to be dragged to a hospital where they tell me I’ve had a respiratory failure? 
Please, that would be ridiculous.” 


“That’s not funny!” 


“When am | normally?” 


“Respiratory failure?” 


The interrogator was leaning across the table ever so slightly. He seemed slightly 
confused by the turn of events that he had just heard. Justin wasn’t even fazed in 
the slightest as he recapped the events for him. 


“Mhmm.” 
“Jesus. You were sixteen, you’re too young for that.” 
“You’re never too young to die.” 


Justin’ didn’t so much as smirk at his comment. Instead his eyebrows rose up in 
Slight concern. It really hadn’t dawned upon him as he said that. Never too young to 
die... All those times he entered the television, all those shadows he fought, hell 
even what they were doing now; he never once considered the possibility of dying. 
After all, dying young is far too boring these days. 


“| suppose so. All the same, | am curious as to something. Did they ever find out 
what had caused you to collapse like that?” 


“Did they? No. Did we? Yes.” 
“Do tell.” 


Justin just shook his head a bit, tapping at the end of his cigarette. That was another 
thing the interrogator wanted to ask. There was the possibility that Justin’s smoking 
habits had factored into his respiratory failure, so why the hell was he still doing it? 


“You already know that you have to find out as the story goes. | mean, that would 
be like me telling you the end of a movie mid-way through.” 


The interrogator groaned slightly. Maybe he shouldn’t have asked to hear 
everything in the first place. It was nice to listen to and all, but they only had so 
much time. And everything sure was eating up at it. 


“Alright, so you had another one of those Maya dreams, correct?” 

“Yeah.” 

“So then the Midnight Channel had aired in California...” 

“I’m not sure all the specifics, though Maya and | certainly were involved.” 


“We don’t have any records of murder cases involving ‘bodies on telephone poles’ 
in California though, which is what concerns me.” 


“Maybe there weren’t any murders. After all, in order to get killed in the television, 
you had to be thrown in. If everyone thought the rumor was fake, then no one would 
have been thrown in the TV in the first place.” 


“Perhaps it was a test of sorts. To see if the scenario would work in California.” 
“Maybe. Who knows...” 
The interrogator sighed softly. 


“Alright, I’ll try to figure that out later. In the mean time, we need to make some 
headway in this story.” 


